CLEAR lake-water, thick-studded with starry
blossoms:

Far snow-summits, washed by the billowy clouds:
A keen west wind, and racing waves,
That toss our canoe as she shears through the lotus-beds:
Rain-belts sweeping afar and hiding the upland pastures
Where in shaggy bands the wild hill-ponies play:

Ah God, how fair is Thy world,
And how close and joyful and dear
The great warm heart of Thy love.

THE night falls swift as we splash through the ford,
And, breasting the slope beyond,
Come at last to the camping-ground:

A few low huts, where the famine-folk dwell,
The river wandering by, with its silent pools,
And the murmur of rapids afar:

Around, the desolate plains,
Not a tree breaks their barren expanse:
On the farthest horizon dim hills lift their heads through
the dust-haze:

The sky, so cruel and blasting by day,
Soft-lighted now in the evening, quiet and mild,
Shows us the twinkling points of the new-born stars:

163